VIII

THIS is the last evening before I stall have to foot the
inevitable bill, and I have been spending it with my
sister. She believes that I have just got back from a
difficult and exhausting trip. I did not wait until we had
exchanged greetings, but said at once:
'He will be here tomorrow/
She showed no astonishment. She had not doubted for a
single moment that I should bring Augustin back, but she
asked me on a note of deep concern:
*How is he f
I realized that she was less concerned with Augustin's health
than his appearance. How would that face look after the ex-
periences of these last years, all of them sharper and more
rending than briars 2 Her question led me to think that she was,
perhaps, rather less unaware of what was going on than I
had supposed. I gave myself a pat on the back for not having
listened to the argument put forward by Jean Queyries, who
had wanted me not to see Florence before he made his entry.
'It's most important,' he had said, 'for her to be on tenterhooks
up to the very last moment/ But he had failed to convince me.
The afternoon on which he and I met to put the finishing
touches on this precious piece of impersonation, was a painful
experience. I professed to feel uneasiness on the ground of my
sister's neuraesthenia, and expressed regret that it had compelled
me to have recourse to so much double-dealing. At this qualm
of mine Jean merely smiled. He was no longer even pretending
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